so i'll sing this song to you forever 


Author: nothingbutadreamer 

Bands: Supertramp 

Characters: Rick Davies, Roger Hodgson 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Sep 08 2014 18:3611 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


so i'll sing this song to you forever 


They're on another tour through Europe and Roger wonders when he and Rick are going to make love again. It's 
been two weeks since that first time in the hotel, when they were left behind by the band in a bar and had no 
choice but to find a hotel to spend the night. When they'd both realized that through all of the time they 
spent together, that they loved each other. 


Now Roger is burning up, consumed with desire to be with Rick again. Rick is too, but he's also crippled with 
fear. So many opportunities for them had passed, so many nights spent in hotel rooms where they shared a 
bed but lay at opposite ends, not sure what their relationship was. 

Finally, Roger is sick of this silence, this gulf that had formed between them ever since that night. 


"Rick, what are we?" He asks in a quiet voice as they walk through the still Paris morning. 


"What do you mean by that?" Rick is taken off guard. He had thought they were just going for a walk to see 
the Eiffel tower before they were whisked off to their next destination. 


"well, you know that | love you, and that you love me.you know..that night.” 


"Of course, | do." Rick looks at Roger sadly. 
Its hard for you to say, isn’t it" Roger notes. Rick looks at him, wide-eyed, then nodding in agreement. 


" s'okay." Roger puts his arm around Rick, bringing in the slightly shorter man close to him. He stops walking 


and brings him in front of him, while Roger leans against a wall. 

| want to make love with you again" Roger says looking at Rick, who is blushing deeply and looking away. 
"uhh." Rick can only stammer. 

"Was it bad that first time?" 

"N-no!" Rick yelps. 

‘| want us to have that kind of relationship." Roger shrugs. "You know? | really want to be with you more." 
He slouches against the stone wall. 

"M-me too." Rick mumbles. He flashes a quick smile at Roger. 


"Okay then good!" Roger brightens up and smiles widely. He pulls Rick, who stumbles forward, in for a hug. He 
breathes in Rick's faint scent of cigarettes which he loves, though he abhors smoking. 


" | don't want you to feel afraid." Roger murmurs in Rick's ear. "I love you so much and everything will be 


okay." 

"I believe you." Rick replies. They kiss, quickly, awkwardly. 

"Let's go back, now, let's do it" Roger smiles impishly at Rick, who is bewlidered. 

"You were the one who wanted to see the Eiffel Tower!" He pouts. 

"| do, we're close, let's go!" Roger sneaks around Rick and starts running down the cobblestone street. 
Rick runs after him but remains a few feet behind Roger, who runs fast and gracefully. 

They look up in silent awe at the Eiffel Tower, which shines beautifully in the soft, early morning light. 
‘Its Sunday morning so nobody's around." Roger notes. 


"What are you implying." Rick mutters. 


"Kiss me." Roger takes hold of Rick's hand and pulls him towards the center of the tower, so that they are 
underneath one of its legs. 


Rick doesn't have a chance to say anything else, as Roger, being the taller of the two, leans in and presses his 
lips into Rick's, and cups his face, weaving his fingers in Rick's hair. 


Rick loves the warmth Roger gives him, and how soft Roger's lips are. 

That night wasn't a dream at all, Roger really loves him, and they are something together. 
"Let's go back quick before we need to leave." Roger says hastily, after pulling away. 

Once again, Roger runs back as Rick tries to catch up, breathlessly. 


They make it back to the hotel in hardly any time, both men still breathing heavily when they return to the 
room they share. Roger removes his coat and soon after, the rest of his clothing. Rick watches in amazement 


at Roger, elegant and lean, nimble fingers unbuttoning his shirt. 
"Come onl" Roger gestures to Rick, who is still in his coat and scarf. 


Rick feels embarrased, but reluctantly takes off his coat and scarf and lets them fall carelessly to the floor, 
along with his sweater, and the rest of his clothing. It feels like the first time, he thinks, because the last time 
they'd made love felt like a dream, hazy with the beers he'd drank, in the dim light of that other hotel room, 
but now in the white morning light streaming in from the curtains, everything felt very real and so much 


more intense. But so was Roger's love for him. 


"You don't have to worry about anything, just leave it up to me." Roger smiles, reclining on the bed, as Rick 
sits down on his side, hesitantly. They lay on their sides, Roger reaches for Rick, bringing him in close, so that 


their bodies touch. 


Roger can tell how nervous Rick is, and self conscious, so he starts easy. He draws his body into Rick's arms 
and kisses him tenderly on the mouth and all over his neck and collarbone. Next, his hands wander all along 
Rick's body, down to his cock. At his touch, Rick tenses up and moans and rubs up against Roger, and in a 
throaty whisper, tells him to keep going. 


"Good, good, you like that?" Roger smiles slightly, his face beginning to flush. He gently turns Rick over to his 
back and climbs on top of him, his slight body resting over Rick's sturdy frame. He kisses Rick deeply, grabbing 
him by the shoulders. Rick's hands run down Roger's sides, along his ribcage, reaching down to his hipbones. 


For a time longer, they remain locked in each others' arms, kissing and touching, holding each other, Roger 


keeping the pace slow. 


"Say, do you think--you're ready?" Roger asks between heavy breaths. 
"Mmm" Rick nods. He had been feeling good, safe, and full of love. 


Roger, still laying atop of Rick, reaches for the nightstand, and fumbles in the drawer for a small bottle. "Sit 
up a little." He orders to Rick, who shifts himself to lean against the pillows of the bed. Meanwhile, Roger slicks 
himself down with care, Rick watching with anticipation. Finished, he leans into Rick, who reaches out to hold 
him, and gently pries his bent legs apart. He guides Rick into the right position, so that Roger can enter with 
ease, and once he's in, everything is right, they're as together as they can be, at last. Once Rick is adjusted, 
Roger picks up the pace as he feels his own arousal reaching its peak and lets out high pitched wails, moans, 
nothing Rick's ever heard before. He hears his own sharp, shallow breaths, and moans escaping his mouth 
without any control. And without any control over his body, he twitches and arches his back for a moment 
and he's come, over himself. Then, Roger's face tenses up and he lets out a long sigh of relief as he comes 
into Rick Pulling out, Roger rests on his legs for a few breaths, then turns to his side to lay next to Rick. He 
peers at Rick through his messy hair, eyes full of love. Rick turns his head to smile back at him, also 
breathing heavily. He reaches, languidly, for the blanket, and covers them both up to their hips. He reaches out 
and wipes Roger's hair away from his eyes, and his hand stays there, interwined in Roger's curls. A million 


sparks of half thoughts run through his mind, all about this moment, and Roger. 


